BARBARIAN STORIES

its hold on her body, and gave it up to whatever was
coming.

Anna and Sophy, still kneeling, shuffled close to
each other and whispered: were they to stay and see
the rape? Suddenly he was aware of them. 'Out!' he
said, without even looking their way. So they went
out and dared not even listen, but crept over to the
side of the ship and watched the towers and high
walls of the capital glowing rosily in the sloping light.
The galley had turned west, skirting the coast; ahead
of them there was a small fleet of fishing-boats, low
in the water, pulling laboriously in, for there was
scarcely any breeze to fill their set sails.

Harald Hardrada gradually leant all his weight
against the girl's shoulders. She lay back on the
crimson cushions and at last lifted her face again to
look in his, her lips half parted to the smile of what-
ever joy she was to get from him at the end of all this
trouble. She looked into the queer, distant eyes, as she
had often done, and waited for them to come alive
and kind and very gentle. He said: 'I have you now/
and she murmured yes, shivering in lovely fear of his
cold voice, his strength, his power. She thought he
would soon begin to kiss her, she thought he might
tear her dress off, gripping the stuff between his two
hands; down from her throat she began to be con-
scious of her body waiting for him under the hot
weight of its silk and linen.

He said: 'The Empress of all the Greeks could not
even keep her niece from me!' And he laughed and
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